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Child Verse for Grown-Ups 

touch upon harmonies more subtle than they seem at the 

first glance. 

We who speak quite naturally of going out to dine must 

chuckle when she makes her small singer say, "when I go 

up to dine." Here is a sample of the baby-sensation : 

I am a little hunter bold, 

My daily food I seek. 

I take a lick at everything 

That passes by my cheek. 

In menfolk's cuffs and ladies' sleeves 

There's nothing to be found ; 

It seems to me there's only one 

Quite happy hunting-ground. 

Miss Sylvia Shaw has caught the mood of the songs in 

her sympathetic illustrations. Agnes Freer 

The Little God, by Katharine Howard. Sherman, French 

& Co. 

This is an engaging book of "child-verse for grown-ups," 

by a poet who has hitherto been known for grown-up work. 

The little hero of the poems "wonders everything." The 

crocus, the rose, the stinging honey-bee, the "miz," the 

"poblum" and many other things divert his inquiring mind, 

which sighs: 

I wish I could remember 
When I was just a worm. 

One day he runs away — but let him tell it : 

I ran away — 

I climbed the garden wall 

And ran into the day. 

It was so big and wide 

I couldn't play. 

I don't know why, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

But I was quite afraid — 
Just God and I 
Alone in the daylight. 
I was afraid He couldn't 
See me from the sky, 
I felt so small. 

I couldn't play at all. 
The wild flowers 
Were different from ours. 
And then, some way or other, 
I grew afraid of God — 
I wanted Mother. 

The book gives us, with a certain simplicity and sincerity, 

the quaint wonder and humor and bitterness of little people's 

lives, as they appear to a sympathetic poet looking in the 

window of their minds. H. M. 

OUR CONTEMPORARIES 

THE VIGILANTES 

It is useless to remind ourselves that the war has been 
forced upon us with the deadly insistence of a sum in arith- 
metic — the crisis is spiritual. We find ourselves wondering 
what the reaction of the poets will be — will it be the 
old emotional reaction of individual sacrifice, as with Rupert 
Brooke, or will it be something different ? We do not think 
there will be any Hymns of Hate. That is not the spirit 
in which we have entered the war. But one thing is sure: 
the country will look to its poets for inspiration and justifica- 
tion, even as it looks to soldiers and inventors for material 
aid. And the nature of the response will be in some sort a 
test of the sympathy between the two. Will there be 
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